THE KONUNG OF WHITE WALLS

Now when the Prince reached the southern gate of
White Walls, all hot and sleepless with hate, Volodara
his sister and Yuri, the bold, landless man from
Marob, stood on the parapet above the river hand in
hand. It was all shimmering and sparkling with light,
so that they could not see which was sparkle and
which was water. But as Volodara spoke, the shimmer
drew together into the shape of a boat with oars, and
they leapt down into it, and Yuri took the oars and
Volodara steered, and all the way up the river to what-
ever secret and lovely place it was that they reached,
swans flew round them and over them, and none saw
them going nor heard them singing and laughing on
their way.

Out of the castle gates came a great procession.
First went the bishop with his beard and crozier,
after him went twenty priests, each carrying an ikon.
The house priest was the only one who trembled.
Then came Princess Theophano, the Very Beautiful,
grand-niece of the Great Emperor himself, whose
power Prince Bracislav more than ever feared, and
her women about her, all in their very best and carry-
ing baskets of flowers and golden ribbons to strew on
the ground. After them such of the guards of White
Walls as deemed it prudent to be seen. They met
Prince Bracislav in the very middle of the market-
place.

First he kissed the bishop's ring and then he kissed
Theophano's lips, and then they went back to the
castle and had a great feast. That night Theophano